Do** H.               EARTHBOUND
Rowboiham
Old Peter spits at the dead crow slung on the fence,
Surveys the weather, hopes for a clear tomorrow,
Flicks the reins and sucks his pipe while the plough's
Decisive steel slices the sullen furrow.
Ponderous hooves, thumping the fallow ground,
Raise sprays of burning dust that bob and spin
In the wind, and powder the oily loam that lies
Revealed where the cleaving plough has lately been.
And catde, munching complacently on hillsides,
Ramble in their dream or lift foolish heads
To force a hollow moan that echoes, then dies
In the muffling silence of empty milking-sheds.
Rusty haystacks bulge in prosperous paddocks,
And, whirling vanes of gold, the windmill rides
Like a vibrant mast on multicolored seas
Of billowing grain, impelled by old earth-tides.
The farmhouse leans a little on the slope,
Remembering a wilderness and men who gave
Their labour, love, and hate to the warm-bosomed
earth,
At once their passionate mistress and traitor-slave.